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"Where shall you go?" she asked.
"To the cottage. Yrouw Kerstholt will look after me
until I can get a Dutch sen-ant in."
"Not to the Hague, then?"
"Not yet. Ramsdell may come back.'*
She sat down quietly.
"Lewis," she said, "I don't think I can bear this. He's
a stranger to rne. I don't know him."
"How long have you knjwn that he was coming:'*
"In my heart, a long time. ... It seems now as if Fd
always known."
"You wouldn't tell me?"
"I wouldn't tell myself."
Because he did not intend to work that evening, Lewis
had not remade the fire in the open stove. The cclour was
almost gone from it, the peat was crjunblrr.g into ashes;
the room was growing cold. But a little blaze sprang up,
a primrose tongue blue-edged, and Julie stretched out her
fingers to it.
"You will be here, in Enkendaai, though you can't stay
in the Castle," she said, seeming to explore her own
thought. The light of the fire flowed up wrist and arm to
her throat and cast deep upward shadows on her face—
a face which, as Lewis watched it, began to wear a closed
and secretive expression, like a flower that folds itself at
the approach of wind or darkness. As though by repeating
a lie she might persuade herself to believe it, she said,
"He's a stranger to me. I was a child when I married, and
now	" But the lie would not serve and she let it fail in
silence, drawing herself up in her chair, leaning her head
backward, forcing herself to look into Lewis's face. When
he bent down to kiss her, she encircled him with her arms,
\vhispering: "This isn't the end for us, Lewis dear. Right
or wrong, I can't bear it now. Not yet. . . .'*
His silence and his trembling assented.
"For a little while after he comes we shall be parted. But
afterwards," she said, "in the spring, in the summer	"
She was struggling to speak lightly. Against her nature
and intuition she forced a hard carelessness upon herself,

